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FIRST SATIRE of the Second Book of HOR ACE. 


N two large Columns on thy motly Page, 1 
Z Where Roman Wit is ſtripe d with Engliſh 
R 
Where Ribaldry to Satire makes pretence ; 
And modern Scandal rolls with ancient Senſe : 
| Whillt on one ſide we ſee how Horace thought; 
And on the other how he never wrote : 

Who can believe, who view the bad and good, 
That the dull Copiſt better underſtood | 
That Spirit, he pretends to imitate, 


Than heretofore that Greek he did tranſlate ? 
T hine 1 


(4) 

Thine is juſt ſuch an Image of his Pen, 
As thou thy ſelf art of the Sons of Men : 
Where our own Species in Burleſque we trace, 
A Sigrn-Poſt Likeneſs of the noble Race; > 
That is at once Reſemblance and Diſgrace. | 

Horace can laugh, is delicate, is clear; 
You, only coarſely rail, or darkly ſneer: 
His Style is elegant, his Diction pure, 1 
Whilſt none thy crabbed Numbers can endure ; 
Hard as thy Heart, and as thy Birth obſcure. * 1 

It He has Thorns, they all on Roſes grow ; 
Thine like rude Thiſtles, and mean Brambles ſhow, 
With this Exception, that tho' rank the Soil, 
Weeds as they are they ſeem produc'd by Toll. 
Satire ſhou'd like a poliſh'd Razor keen, 
Wound with a Touch, that's ſcarcely felt or ſeen. 
Thine is an Oyſter-Knife, that hacks and hews ; - 
The Rage, but not the Talent to Abuſe ; 


And is in Hate, what Love is in the Stews. 


Tis che groſs Luft of Hate, that {till annoys, 
without Diſtinction, as groſs Love enjoys: 


Neither 


* See Mr. Pope's Epiſtle to Dr. Arbutbnot, p. 19. 


7” PN 
Neither to Folly, nor to Vice confind ; 
The Object of thy Spleen is Human Kind: 


It preys on all, who yield or who reſiſt; 
To Thee 'tis Provocation to exiſt. 


But if thou ſee'ſt * a great and generous Heart, 
Thy Bow 1s doubly bent to force a Dart. 
Nor Dignity nor Innocence is ſpar d, 
Nor Age, nor Sex, nor Thrones, nor Graves rever d. 
Nor only Juſtice vainly we demand, 


But even Benefits can't rein thy Hand: 


. 


To this or that alike i in vain we truſt, 

Nor find thee leſs Ungrateful than Unjuſt. 
Not even Vouth and Beauty can controul 

The univerſal Rancour of thy Soul ; 

Charms that might ſoften Superſtitions Rage, 

Might humble Pride, or thaw the Ice of Age. 

But how ſhou'dſt thou by Beauty 8 Force be mov d, 

No more for loving made, than to be loy'd ? 

It was the Equity of righteous Heav'n, 


That ſuch a Soul to ſuch a Form was giv n; 


And thews the Uniſormity of Fate, 
That one ſo odious, ſhou'd be born to hate. 
B. 


See Taſte, an Epiſtle. * 


When 


<q 
When God created Thee, one would believe, 
He ſaid the ſame as to the Snake of Eve:; 
To human Race Antipathy declare, 
'Twixt them and Thee be everlaſting War. 
But oh! the Sequel of the Sentence dread, 

And whilſt you bruiſe their Heel, beware your Head. 
Nor think thy Weakneſs ſhall be thy Defence; 
The Female Scold's Protection in Offence. 

Sure 'tis as fair to beat who cannot fight, 

As tis to libel thoſe who cannot write. 

And if thou draw ſt thy Pen to aid the * 
Others a Cud gel, or a Rod, may draw. 

If none with Vengeance yet thy Crimes purſue, 

Or give thy manifold Affronts their due; 

If Limbs unbroken, Skin without a Stain, 
Unwhipt, unblanketed, unkick'd, unſlain; 

That wretched little Carcaſs you retain: J 
The Reaſon is, not that the World wants Eyes; 
But thou'rt ſo mean, they ſee, and they deſpiſe. 
When fretful Porcupine, with rancorous Will, 


From mounfed Back ; ſhoots ff forth a harmleſs Quill, 
BET EI Cool 


an 
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(7) 9 
Cool the Spectators ſtand; and all the while, 
Upon the angry little Monſter ſmile. 
Thus tis with thee: ——while impotently ſafe, 
Vou ſtrike unwounding, we unhurt can laugh. 
Ido but muſt laugh, this Bully when he ſees, 
A puny Inſect ſhivring at a Breeze? 
One overmatch'd by ev'ry Blaſt of Wind, 
Inſulting and provoking all Mankind. 

Is this the Thing to keep Mankind in awe, 
To make thoſe tremble who efcape the Law? 
Is this the Ridicule to live ſo long, 
The deathleſs Satire, and immortal Song? - 

No: like thy ſelf- blown Praiſe, thy Scandal flies 3 
And, as we're told of Waſps, it ſtings and dies 
If none do yet return th intended Blow; 

You all your Safety, to your Dullneſs owe: 

But whilſt that Armour thy poor Corps defends, 
'Twill make thy Readers few, as are thy Friends; 
Thoſe, who thy Nature loath'd, yet lov'd thy Art, 
Who lik d thy Head, and yet abhorr'd thy Heart; 
Choſe thee, to read, but never to converſe, 

And ſcorn d in Proſe him whom they priz d in Verſe. 
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(8) 
Even they ſhall now their partial Error fee, 
Shall ſhun thy Writings like thy Company.; _ 
And to thy Books ſhall-ope their Eyes no more, | A 
Than to thy Perſon they wou'd: do their Door. 
Nor thou the Juſtice of the World difown; 
That leaves Thee thus an Out-caſt, and alone 3 


For tho in Law, to murder be to kill, 


In Equity the Murder's in the Will: 
Then whilſt with Coward Hand you ſtab a Name, 


And try at leaſt taſlaſſinate our Fame; 

Like the firſt bold Aſſaſſins be thy Lot, 
Neer be thy Guilt forgiven, or forgot; 

But as thou hateſt, be hated by Mankind, 
And with the Emblem of thy crooked Mind, 
Mark d on thy Back, like Cain, by Gods own Hand ; 
Wander like him, accurſed through the Land. 


